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CHILDREN'S GOSSIP. 



HE sayings 
and doings of 
the little folks 
are so ex- 
tremely lu- 
dicrous and 
curious at 
times that a 
record of them 
affords pleas- 
ure ; and we spare a page for their benefit. 
A bright-eyed girl of three years, one 
day said to her mother : " Does God ever 
ride on the rail-road ? I 'spose he don't, 
'cause he would be seen ; but I should 
think he would come down some night, 
when everybody was asleep, and take a 
good ride." 

It probably was this same cute observer 
of whom it is told us that, asking her mo- 
ther " how it was that God took dead peo- 
ple from their graves up to Heaven V and 
receiving no reply, said : " I'll tell you 
what J think about it. I believe he fishes 
them up with a big fish-hook." 

We visited, one day, at a friend's house, 
and found in his little boy a queer embodi- 
ment of fact and fancy. Being called to 
tea, from his play, he came reluctantly, 
remarking that " he did not see why we 
must eat three times every day — why 
coulda't we have been made to eat once a 
month just as well ? It would have saved 
a good deal of trouble." Some house- 
wives, who have to cook and roast over 
hot fires all day long, doubtless would like 
the child's query to be answered. 

Once the boy had a wooden horse, and 
in course of time its tail and ears, and one 
of its legs got knocked off, and the toy 
presented rather a ragged appearance. 
Said he, one day : " God sees everything, 
don't he, mother?" "Yes, my child." 
" Well, I guess he'll laugh, then, when he 
sees this hors« !" 

His baby sister died, and he talked a 
a great deal of Heaven, and watched the 
heavens very much. A rainbow, one even- 
ing, threw him into a profound revery. At 
length he seemed to have arrived at some 
satisfactory resolution of the phenomenon 
and said : " Sissy helped to make the rain- 
bow." He was one day detected throw- 
ing his playthings up in the air, and was 
observed to become quite angry at some- 
thing. Being asked what he was doing, 
he answered : "I am throwing Sissy up 



some playthings, but God is so mean he 
won't catch them ;" and ever after that he 
seemed to entertain hard feelings towards 
his Maker. Sitting by the window, one 
evening, during the hour of sunset, when 
the whole west was flooded with crimson, 
he cried out : " Now he'll catch it ! Now 
God will get scorched !" He became 
quite penitent, when his mother reasoned 
with him about his improper language to- 
wards his Father in Heaven ; and prayed 
that night for forgiveness, adding, " he hoped 
God would give him a new heart and — and 
— if he pleased, a. new hobby-horse, just 
one, with a real tail and a red nose." 

We heard the other day, of a child who, 
being told that our Saviour was born in a 
stable, asked " who owned the stable ?" 

A young image of her mother, of our 
special acquaintance, is of a highly philo- 
sophic turn of mind. Looking down upon 
the river, one gorgeous night, she saw 
the moon and stars reflected there in great 
glory, and observed, " either the stars are 
the moon's babies or else they are pieces 
of the moon." Being sick, once, she asked 
the nurse " to pull away the curtains and 
let the light in, and ask the dark to stay 
away." She could not comprehend " how 
dark was made." 

We knew a youngster whose daily prayer 
is, " Give us this day our daily bread, with 
butter and sugar on it." He also always 
intercedes for his dog, and cat, and squir- 
rel, and asks the Divine blessing upon them. 
In one of his petitions he asked God " to 
give us all new hearts, except mamma : 
don't change her heart, for it is good 
enough." A visitor calling, one day, re- 
marked that if a certain calamity happened 
it would break her heart. After she was 
gone the boy said, " if she did get her 
heart broke, that John (the hired man) could 
fix it with a saw," and added by way of 
confirmation that " John had made a tail 
and body to his horse, he had." 

Jessie C. is one of the " airy, fairy" 
creatures whose laugh and song make home 
a bower of bliss. Her father brought home 
an orange which proved too green to be 
palatable. " Oh, never mind," said Jessie, 
" I'll sew it on the grape vine and let it 
get ripe." When Christmas came round 
she begged for a pair of ear-rings. Look- 
ing at her thick and flowing hair, which 
completely hid the child's ears, the mother 
asked what she wanted of rings. " Oh, 
I'll throw my hair back and show them," 
which suggests the Qu.: Is a love of orna- 
ment, and vanity, instinctive in woman ? 



Jessy once refused to kiss a heavily be- 
whiskered uncle, " 'cause so much whiskers 
I can't get through !" Reason enough. 

Her older brother is " one of em," in 
his way. One morning the usual Bible 
reading embraced the thirty-second chapter 
of Genesis, wherein occurs the verse : 
" And Jacob was left alone, and there 
wrestled with him a man until the break of 
day." All anxiety, the boy cried out : 
" Which throwed, pa ?" The family prayer 
that morning was less lengthy than usual, 
for " pa " had to go out doors and laugh. 

Minnie D. is the daughter of a carpen- 
ter, and loves to spend much time in her 
father's shop, while he shoves the plane. 
Her mother, not mindless of her child's 
mind, is always trying to impress many 
sage things on Minnie's attention. She 
usually closed her lessons by saying : 
" Isn't that plain, my child V Minnie 
stood it for some time, but finally spake 
out : " I can see pa's plane easy, but I 
never do see your plane." The mother 
considered herself vanquished. 

These are some of the things that have 
come to our hearing of the little people. 
Their infant heads often puzzle themselves 
as others. The study of their ways is neither 
profitless nor devoid of interest, and we 
shall always consider it a pleasure to ap- 
propriate a portion of each number of the 
Journal to a record of what Sidney Smith 
characterizes as " incipient humanity." 



E^ 1 The Potters Journal says of the 
Association and its annual engravings : — 

" The enterprise is a laudable one, and 
a national one, though we regret to see the 
managers of it sending to England to have 
their engravings made. Can they not be 
as well done by our own artists ? Try 
it next time, Messrs. Managers. Let 
American genius have precedence in all 
things, and you will be doubly deserving 
of the support of American Art lovers." 

The Journal editor will be pleased to 
learn that our next year's engraving — 
" Shake Hands" — will be from American 
hands, as also are the plates in this number 
of our Quarterly. The necessities of the 
Association, heretofore, have compelled the 
Directory to go abroad for its annual en- 
graving ; taking from eighteen to thirty 
months to prepare a large, first-class steel 
plate, American engravers had to have that 
time to execute the Association's commis- 
sion. This is the reason of that " sending 
to England." This number of our Quar- 
terly is an earnest of the Association's pat- 
ronage of home hands. 



